
BBPKI Tragcdie 

/le win our auncicnt right in France againe, 

Oi-dve a fonldier as i liu’d a king. 5 
gh. Short .Sommers lightly haue a forward fpring. . 

comcs thc D*.keof y or ke. 
r7™t J O ^' h0 r W -- fire,0uri,0b !^w , rhcrf 

r.r, ff'cW my deare Lo ; fo muft I call v on now. 

>'o«rss * 

X??., h L dl f d *** m ;s ht haue kept that title, 

™ h ! ch „ b y h * s ^Mthhath loOmuch mairfifo. 

Glo. Ho w fares our couzen noble L.of Yorke* 

ctKfc' h iS'r h °“ ,sro ' vnc " efi,r - 

Tor. And therefore he is idle i 

GU, Oh myfaire couzen, Imuft not fay fo. 

J #r.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
bio. He may command me as my fouerafone 
Bmyo„ ha ue powerin.ncasin a Uml* ’ 
^Mprayyou vnelegiuemetbis dagger. 

ZT-l , =S crll «'dc couzen, with all.my’hart, 

T’rtn. A begger brother# 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will gi (te . 

And being out a toy, which is no griefe to gme, 

O/o. A greater gift the that, Tie giue my cozen. 

Tor. A greater gift’G thats thc fw'ord to ir. 
glo. I gentle couzen, were it light enough. 

Tor. O than /fee you will part" but wit height gifts, 
an weightier things youle fay a beggernay. _» 

Glo.h ts too waightie for your grace to weare* • 

Tor. I weigh# lightly vvere it heailfor, 

Gio. What would you haue my w eapon-litlc Lord? 

Tor. /would that /might thankeyou as you call me, 
Glo. How ? Tor. title. 

r Pri». My Lo: of Yorke will Hill be crofTein talkc: 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor. You meanc to beare me, not to beare w ith me: 

V nclr, my brother raockcs both you antiine, 

BecauCs 


of Richard the Third. 

Becatifethat 7am litlelikean Ape, 

HethinkesthaUyou /houIdbcaremeonyour/Tioulders# 
*Buc, With. what a ffiarpeprouided wit he reafons. 

To mictigatc the fcorne he giues his vncle. 

He pretely andaprly taunts himfelfc; 

So cunning and fo yong,is wonder full* 

Gh. My Lo; wilt pleafeyou paile along; 

My felfe and my good couzen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother^o entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you# 

- Tor. What will yougo vnto the rower my Lc* 

Trtn. My Lord Prote&or will haueitfo# 

Tor, I ifliall not fleepe in quiet at the 7bwcr# 

Cjlo. Why, what fliould you feare ; 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he was murdred there# 

Prin / feare no vnclcs dead# 

Glo* Nornonethat litre, /hope. 

Prin. And if they liuc, I hope / need not feare. 

But come my L, with a heauie heart 
Thinking.on them, goe I vnto the Tower# 

Exeunt Pnn. T or. Haft, Dorf^manet^ Rich . Buc, 

Buc. Thinke you my Lorthis little prating Yorke, 

Was not in cen fed by hisfubtile mother, 

T d taunt and fcorne you 'thqs opprobri lufiy f 
Glo, No doubt, no doubt,Ohfis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ihgenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers,from the fop to toe, 

Buc, Well let them reihCome h.ither Catesby, 

Thou art ( worne as deepely to effeft what we intend. 

As clolely to conceale what vve impart, 

Tliou knoweft-om- rcafons vrgde vpon the way: 
^natthin!;efl ihoijjisit notan eafie matter 
To make william L.Haftingsofour minde, 

* °r the inltalment of this noble Duke, 

/n thc feate royall ofthis famous /!e ; 

_CMer. He for his lathers fake fo loues the Prince,' 

T » Jt h ,tT‘ I J ot w °nne to ought againft him 
** ^ th ‘ nkc « then oc Stanley, wh« will he ? 
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